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PREFACE, 


The tunes in this collection were selected by a lady in Baltimore. They hare been arranged 
for the press by Prof. Francis A. Harkins, M.A., of Boston College. The object has been 
to give to Sunday Schools and Sodalities of youth something that all can sing. For this 
end the Christmas Carols and the May Hymns will prove particularly useful. 

Thanks are returned to the Sisters of Notre Dame for their kindness in granting the use 
of May Chimes; to Mr. Fred Eversmann, Jr., of Baltimore; to Mr. Harry Sanders, of the 
same city ; and to Mr. Rosewig, Music Publisher, of Philadelphia. 
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Copyright, 1885, 
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INDEX BY NUMBERS. 


To avoid, as far as possible, the necessity of turning the page in the course of a hymn, the 
order of the hymns has, in some cases, been altered. The following index will be found use- 
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THE NEW SUNDAY-SCHOOL HYMN-BOOK 


ADVENT. 


O PUREST 


.Andante. 





THE PURE. 






1. O pur - eat of crea-tures, sweet Moth - er, sweet Maid, 

2. Deep night hath come down on this rough-spo - ken world, 


The one spot • 
And the ban - ners 


less womb where-in 
of dark-ncss are 
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i: liar! 


Je - sus was laid: Dark nighthath come down on us, Moth - er, and we Look out for thy shining, Sweet 
bold - ly un- furl’d ; And the tempest-toss’dChurch, all her eyes are on thee; They look for thy shiuing, Sweet 
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Star of the Sea, Look out for thy shin-ing, Sweet Star 

Star of the Sea, They look for thy shia-ing, Sweet Star of the Sea, Sweet Star 


of the Sea, Sweet Star 


of the Sea. 
of the Sea. 
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Z Oh 1 blissful and calm was the wonderful rest 
That thou gavest thy God in thy virginal breast; 
For the heaven He left He found heaven in thee; 
And He shone in thy shining, Sweet Star of the Sea. 


[ 1 ] 


3 Oh ! shine on us brighter than ever, then, shine ! 

For the primest of honors, dear Mother! is thine; 

“ Conceived without sin,” thy new title shall be, 

Clear light from thy birth- spring, J&weet Star ol the Sea. 
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Tmma.cula.te Ooaceptioxi. Concluded. 
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2 It is this thought to-day that lifts 

My happy heart to heaven, 

That for our sakes thy choicest gifts 
To thee, dear Queen, were given. 

I think of thee, etc. 

3 Oh ! blessed he th’ Eternal Son 

Who joys to call thee Mother, 
And lets poor men, by sin undone. 
For thy sake, call Him Brother. 

I think of thee, etc. 


4 Immaculate Conception ! far 
Above all graces blest ! 
Thou shinest like a royal star 
On God’s eternal breast ! 

I think of thee, etc. 
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Our Lady’s Expectation. Concluded. 
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Moth-er’s ex - pec - ta - tion Of Mes - si - ah’s speed - y birth, 

riv - er o - ver - flow - ing Hath the grace with - in thee been. 



3 And what wonders have been in thee 
All the day and all the night. 
While the angels fell before thee, 

To adore the Light of Light ; 
While the glory of the Father 
Hath been in thee as a home, 

And the scepter of creation 
Hath been wielded in thy womb. 


4 Thou hast waited, Child of David ! 
And thy waiting now is o’er ! 

Thou hast seen him Blessed Mother ! 

And wilt see him evermore 1 
Oh ! His Human Face and Features, 
They were passing sweet to see ; 
Thou beholdest them this moment; 
Mother, show them now to ms ! 
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Tota Pulchra 


Continued. 
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Tota Pulehra. Continued. 
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Laudato Dominum 


Concluded. 
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A HYMN OF ST. CASIMIR TO THE B. Y. MAR Y. 

( O.)— [See also p. 14.] 

Moderate. 
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1. Dai - ly, dai - ly sing to Ma - ry, Sing, ray soul, her praises due; All her feasts, her ac-tions 

2. Ho - ly Ma - ry, we im-plore thee, By thy pu - ri -* ty di - vine, Help us, bend- ing here be- 

3. Teach oh ! teach us, Ho - ly Moth-er, How to conquer every sin, How to love and help each 

4. Oh! by that Al-might-v Mak- er Whom thy -self, a virgin bore; Oh by thy Supreme Crc- 
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1 . 1 . 1 

worship, With the heart’s de - vo - tion true. Lost in wond’ring con -tern - pla - tion, Be her 

fore thee, Help us tru - ly to be thine, Thou, un - fold -ing wide the por -tals Of the 

oth - er, How the prize of life to win. Thou to whom a Child was giv - en Greater 

- a - tor, Linked with thee for ev - er - more ; By the hope thy name in - spires ; By our 
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ma -jes - ty con-fessed ; Call her Moth-er, call her Yir - gin: Hap-py Moth-er, Vi r-gin blest, 

king- dom in the skies, Ho - ly Vir-gin, hast to mortals Shown the land of Par - a - dise. 

than the sons of men, Coming down from high-est heaven, To ere -ate this world of sin. 

doom, reversed thro’ thee ; Help us, Queen of An - gel choirs, To a blest e- ter - ni - ty. 
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DAILY, DAILY SING 

( 0.)—[See also p. 11.] 


TO MARY. 
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1. Dai 

2. Ho ■ 

3. Teach 

4. Oh! 


- ly, dai - ly sing to Ma- ry, Sing, my soul, her praises 
ly Ma - ry, we im-plore thee, By thy pu - ri - ty di ■ 
oh! teach us, ITo - ly Moth-er, How to conquer every 
bv that Al-might-y Mak - er Whom thy -self, a vir-gin 
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worship, With the heart’s de - vo-tion true. Lost in wond’ring con -tem - pla-tion, 
- fore thee, Help us tru - ly to be thine, Thou, un -fold -ing wide the por-tals 

oth - er, How the prize of life to win. Thou to whom a Child was giv - en 

- a- tor, Linked with thee for ey - er- more; By the hope thy name in - spires; 
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ma-jes- ty con - fessed ; Call her Moth-er, call her Vir-gin: Hap-py Moth-er, Vir-gin blest, 

king-domin the skies, Ho - ly V ir - gin, hast to mortals Shown the land of Par - a - dise. 

than the sons of men, Coming down from high-est heaven, To cre -ate this world of sin. 
doom, reversed thro’ thee ; Help us, Queen of An - gel choirs, To a blest e - ter - nL- ty. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

see: amid the winter’s snow. 
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1. See! a - mid the winter’s snow, Born for us on earth be - low; See! the ten - der Lamb ap 

2. Lo ! with- in a man - ger lies, He who built the star - ry skies; He, who throned in height sub- 

3. “Say ye ho - ly shep-herd3 say, What your joy - ful news to - day ? Wherefore have ye left your 

4. “As we watched at dead of night, Lo! we saw a wond’rous light ; An - gels sing -ing, ‘Peace on 
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Sits a - mid 
On the lone 
Told us of 


e - ter - nal years, 
the eher - u - bim. 
ly mountain steep ? ” 
the Sav-iours birth.” 


Hail I thou 
Hail ! etc. 
Hail ! etc. 
Hail ! etc. 


or bless - ed 
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- demp-tion’s happy dawn ! Sing through all Je- ru - sa - lem, Christ is born in Beth - le-hem. 
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GLORIA ITS EXCELSIS DEO. 

(O.) 




1. An - gels we have heard on high, Sweet - ly sing - ing o’er the plains, 

2. Shep - herds, why this ju - bi - lee? Why your rapt- urous strain pro-long? 
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Gloria in excelsis Deo. Concluded. 
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3 Come to Bethlehem, come and see 
Him whose birth the angels sing; 
Come, adore on bended knee, 

Th’ Infant Christ, the new-born King; 
Sing, oh, sing this blessed morn, 

Jesus Christ to-day is born : 

Gloria in excelsis Deo ! 


4 See, within a manger laid, 

Jesus, Lord of heaven and earth ! 
Mary, Joseph^ lend your aid, 

With us sing our Saviour's birth. 
Sing, oh, sing this blessed morn, 
Jesus Christ to-day is born : 

Gloria in excelsis Deo ! 


ADESTES FIDELES. 


( 8 .) 
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Adeste Fideles. Concluded. 




2 Deum de Deo, 

Lumen de lumine, 
Gestant puellse viscera; 

Deum verum 
Genitum non factum; 
Venite, etc. 


3 Cantet nunc Io ! 

Chorus Angelorum ; 
Cantet nunc aula ccelestium 
Gloria, gloria 
In excelsis Deo ; 

Yenite, etc. 


4 Ergo, qui natus 
Die hodierna 
Jesu ! tibi sit gloria, 
Patris seterni, 
Verbum caro factum ; 
Yenite* etc. 
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OH! SING 


JOYOUS CAROL, 

(lo.) 
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1. Oh ! sing a joy - ous car - ol Un - to the ho - ly child, And praise with glad-some 

2. Who is there meek-ly ly - ing In yon - der sta - ble poor? Dear chil - dren it is 

3. Who is there near the man - ger That guards the Ho - ly Child ? It is the great Saint 




hail oyr In - fant King; And our sweet La- dy list - ens When children’s voi - cessing, 

vir - gin beau - ty fair? It is our Moth -er, Ma - ry, She bids you all draw near, 

them in heav’n to be! God grant that none be miss - ing From that fes- tiv - i - ty. 
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CHRISTMAS DAY, 

( 11 .) 
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CHRIST WAS BORN ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 

(13.) 

Maestoso. ^ ^ 
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{ 1. Christ was born on Christ -mas day ; Wreathe the hoi - ly, twine the bay ; 
2. Let the bright - red ber - ries glow Ev - ’ry- where in good - ly show ; 
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Christ was bom on Christmas Day. 


Continued. 
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Ex Ma - ri - a "V ir - gi - ne ; The God, the Lord by ali a- dored for - ev - er. | 

Ex Ma - ri - a Yir - gi - ne ; The God, the Lord by all a- dored for - ev - er. ) 
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We three Kings. Concluded. 
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lead - ing, 

Still pro - 

ceed - ing, Guide us 

to thy 

per - feet Light. 

Uf=S i 

A A 

rt w 

N 

F=»— ^ 

P=f— =s- 

rt-nAi 

T=T 

prjSri^rrCT 


• — " * j 

t -4~ — 




— L_ — U— 

S- y-- 1 




SYMPH. 



2 Born a King on Bethlehem plain. 
Gold I bring to crown Him again ; 
King forever, 

Ceasing never, 

Over ns all to reign, 

0 star of wonder, etc. 


3 Frankincense to offer have I, 
Incense breathes a Deity nigh ; 
Prayer and praising, 

All men raising, 

Worship Him, God on high. 

0 star of wonder, etc. 


4 Myrrh I bring, its bitter perfume 
Breathes a life of gathering gloom . 
Sorrowing, sighing, 

Bleeding, dying, 

Sealed in the stone-cold tomb. 

0 Btar of wonder, etc. 
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2 They looked up and saw a Star, 

Shining in the East, beyond them far, 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
Aiid so it continued both day and night. 

Nowell, etc. 

3 Then entered in those wise men three 
Full reverently upon their knee, 


And offered there, in His Presence, 

Their gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 
Nowell, etc. 

4 Then let us, with one accord, 

Sing praises to our Heavenly Lord, 

That hath made heaven and earth of noueht, 
And with His Blood mankind hath bought. 
Nowell, etc. 


THE SNOW LYST ON THE GROUND. 
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1. The snow lay on the ground, The stars shone bright, Wnen Christ our Lord was 

2. ’Twas Ma - ry, daugh-ter pure Of ho - ly Ann, That brought in - to this 
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born, On Christ - mas night, When Christ our Lord was born, On Christ - mas night. 

- world Our God made Man, That brought in - to this world Our God made Man. 
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3 She laid him in a stall, 
At Bethlehem ; 

The ass and oxen shared 
The roof with them. 


4 St. Joseph, too, was by, 

To tend the Child, 

To guard Him, and protect 
His Mother mild. 


5 The Angels hovered round, 
And sang this song ; 
Venite adore- 
mus Do min urn. 
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CHILDBEIV’S CAROL. 

( 16.) Poetry and music by REV. S. C. HaMEUTO. 
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! Christian children, Up and let u3 sing, With glad voice the praises of our new-born King. 
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Up ! *tis meet to welcome, 
With a joyous lay, 

Christ, the Sing of Glory, 
Born for us to-day. 

Come, nor fear to seek Him, 
Children though we be ; 
Once He said of children, 

" Let them come to me.” 


4 In a manger lowly, 

Sleeps the Heavenly Child ; 
O’er Him fondly bendeth 
Mary, Mother mild. 

5 Haste we then to welcome, 

With a joyous lay, 

Christ, the King of Glory, 
Born for us to-day. 


WHEN CHRIST WAS BORN OE MARY FREE 


( 17.) 
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When Chnftt born was Of* Mary free. 


Concluded 
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In ex - cel - sis glo- ri - a, In ex - cel 
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3 The King is come to save mankind, 
As in Scripture-truths we find, 
Therefore this song we have in mind ; 
In excelsis gloria, etc. 


4 Then, dear Lord, for Thy great grace, 
Grant us in bliss to see Thy face, 

That we may sing, to Thy solace, 

In excelsis gloria, etc. 
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CHRISTMAS I CHRISTMAS I 
















COME, YE LOFTY, COME, YE LOWLY 

<» 3 .) 

Allegro moderaio. 


< 0 = 3 = 


1. Come, ye loft - y I come, ye low - ly I Let your songs of glad - ness ring 1 In a sta - ble 

2. Come, yc poor ! no pomp of sta -tion Robes the Child your hearts a-dore : He, the Lord of 
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Christ, by highest heav’n a-dored : Come, your circle round Him closing, Pi-ous hearts that love the Lord. 
Rafters naked, cold and bare : See the shepherds ! God has told them That the “Prince of Peace” lies there. 
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Glorj' to God, 


Cowthtged. 
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2 Then sweetly spoke th’ angelic voice ; 

“ Fear not ; let heaven and earth rejoice ; 
The Child in Bethlehem’s crib that lies 
Is God, descended from the skies.” 


3 The choirs of Heaven still bless the morn, 
When God, through love for man, was bom : 
That God we humbly bow before, • 

And praise with angels, and adore. 
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Glory to God. Contenued. 
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Glory to Grcxl. 


Concluded, 
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2 Silent night, sacred night, 
Shepherds first see the light, 
Hear the Alleluias ring, 

Which the angel-chorus sing ; 
Christ the Saviour has come, 
Christ the Saviour has come. 


3 Silfcnt night, sacred night, 

Son of God ! oh, what light 
Radiates from thy manger-bed 
Over realms with darkness spread, 
Thou in Bethlehem born, 

Thou in Bethlehem born. 
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BE GLAD, O EARTH! 
caa.) 
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glad, 0 Earth ! ’Tis Je - bus* birth That bids your sor- row cease;— Be glad, be 

where He lies, See, from those eyes The lov - ing tears rain down ; — See, from His 
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glad,— Why still be 

sad ? The day for heav’nly joy is made. For Je-sus brings us peace. 

face The light of 

grace Shines brightly on our ransomed race, To heav’n and gladness won. 
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3 Embrace your God : — 
The Infant Bud, 

That blossoms for our earth, 

For brighter skies 
Beam from his eyes, 

And love lifts up to Paradise 
To greet our Jesus’ birth. 


4 From Thy dear Heart 
Ne’er let us part ; 

E’er bless thy living shrine. 

Thy love shall charm 
Away from harm, 

And precious grace shall ever arm 

The hearts once bound to Thine* 
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3 And still is found, 

The world around, 

The old and hallowed story, 
And still is sung, 

In every tongue, 

The angel’s song of glory : 
Hosanna! etc. 


4 The heavenly star 
Its ray afar 

On every land is throwing, 
And shall not cease 
Till holy peace 
In all the earth is glowing. 
Hosanna! etc. 
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3 Seven times He spoke, seven words of love, 

And all three hours His silence cried 
For mercy on the souls of men : 

Jesus, our Love, is crucified I 

4 Come, take thy stand beneath the Cross, 

And let the Blood from out that Side 
Fall gently on thee drop by drop; 

J esus, our Love, is crucified 1 
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(extra stanzas.) 

5 A broken heart, a fount of tears, 

Ask, and thev will not be denied ; 
A broken heart love’s cradle is : 
Jesus, our Love, is crucified ! 

6 O Love of God ! O Sin of man ! 

In this dread act your sin is tried ; 
And victory remains with love, 

For He, our Love, is crucified ! 
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. * & Our souls to crimes unnumbered own, 

Be grace to free confession thown ; , 

Let sickly souls Thy healing claim, 

' That all may praise Thy glorious name. 

4 Grant that by stinted use of food, 

Our bodies may be so subdued, 


That grace may guide our stubborn will, 
And stifle all that leads to ill. 

5 May this our solemn yearly fast 
The future aid, repair the past ; 

O holy Godhead, Three in One, 

The Father, Holy Ghost, and Son. Amen. 
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SOUL OF JESUS 
( 30 .) 
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A wand - 

*rer 

here- 

through 

man - y 

a wild, 

Where 

few 

their 

way 

4. 

There let 

me 

wash 

my 

sin - 

- ful soul, 

And 

be 

from 

sin 

6. 

A Wand - 

*rer 

here 

through 

man - y 

a wild, 

Where 

few 

their 

way 


see, — Bloom with fra - grance on thy child, Ma - ry, Ma - ry, re - mem - ber me* 

free ; Drawn by thy love, by grace made whole, Ma ? ry, etc. 
see, — Bloom with fra - grance on thy child, Ma - ry, etc. 


SAVIOUR, WHEN IN DUST TO THEE. 

J (JiO.) Giulio Roberti. 
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3 By Thine hour of dark despair, 

By Thine agony of prayer, 

By Thy purple robe of scorn, 

By Thy wounds, Thy crown of thorn, 
fey Thy cross, Thy pangs and cries, 
By Thy perfect sacrifice, 

Jesus, look with pitying eye ; 

Hear our solemn Litany. 


4 By Thy deep, expiring groan, 

By Thy sealed sepulchral stone, 
By Thy triumph o’er the grave, 

By Thy power from death to save, 
Mighty God, ascended Lord, 

To Thy throne in heaven restored, 
Prince and Saviour, hear our cry, 
Hear our solemn Litany. 
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STABAT MATER. 

(38.) 
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1. f Sta-bat Mater do-lo - ro - so, Jux-ta cru-cem 
\ Cu- jus a - ni-mam ge - men-tem,Con-tris- ta -tam 

Wt Tr ~ r 

la - cry - mo - sa,Dum pen-de - bat Fi - li - us. ^ 
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2 O quam tristis et afflicta 
Fuit ilia benedieta 

Mater Unigeniti ! 

Que mcErebat, et doleba*, 

Pia Mater dum vidcbat 
Nati poenas inclyti. 

3 Quis est homo, qui non fleret, 
Matrem Christi si videret 

In tan to supplieio ? 

Quis non posset contristari, 
Christi Matrem contemplari 
Dolentem cum Filio? 


5 Pia Mater, fons amoris, 

Me sentire vim doioris, 

Fac at tecum lugeam. 

Fac ut ardeat cor meum 
In amando Christum Deun* 
Ut sibi complaceam. 

6 Sancta Mater, istud agas. 
Crucifix i fige plagas 

Cordi meo valide. 

Tui Nati vulnerati, 

Tam dignati pro me pati, 
Poenas mecum divide. 


4 Pro peccatis suae gentis, 
Yidit Jesum in tormentis, 
Et fiagellis subditum, 
Yidit suum dulcem Natum 
Moriendo, desolatum, 
Dum emisit spiritum. 


7 Fac me tecum pie flere, 
Crucifixo condolere. 

Donee ego vixero. 

Juxta crucem tecum starts 
Et me tibi sociare, 

In plauctu desidero. 
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2 Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia ! 
All in the early morning gray, 
Went holy women on their way, 
To see the tomb where Jesus lay. 
Alleluia! 


4 Alleluia ! Alleluia ! Alleluia 1 
Then straightway one in white they see. 
Who saitii, “Ye seek the Lord ; but He 
Is risen, and gone to Galilee.” 

Alleluia ! 


3 Alleluia I Alleluia ! Alleluia ! 

Of spices pure a precious store 
In their pure hands these women bore, 
To anoint the sacred Body o’er. 
Alleluia! 


5 Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 

Now let us praise the Lord most high ; 
And strive His name to magnify, 

On this great day, through earth and sky. 
Alleluia ! 


CHRIST, THE LORD, IS RISEN. 

Utoderato . (35.) J. R. Shachner. 
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Christ, tHe Lord, is risen. 
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risen. Concluded. 
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ris’n to - day ; Christ-ians, haste your vows to 
un - de - filed, Man to God hath rec - on 
sin - ners bled, Now the first - born from the 


pay ; Of - fer ye your prais-es meet, 
ciled, When, in strange and aw - fill strife, 
dead, Thron’d in end - less might and pow’r, 
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ConapMto . f 

IX ** 


CHRIST IS RISEN FROM THE DEAD. 

(34:0 From Mendelssohn. 
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1. Christ is ris - 

2. An- gels clad 

3. Man was but 
-4— 


en from the dead, Ris - en as He tru - ly said j Praise the Lord with grateful 
in snow-y white, Com - ing from the realms of light, Bid us Bing with grateful 
a slave be - fore, Man is free for ev- er- more ; Heav’n and earth with grateful 
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HARK, THE 


HERALD ANGELS SING. 
(Extra.) 


1 Hark, the herald angels sing, 
Glory to the new-born King. 
Peace cm earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful all ye nations rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies: 
With th’ angelic host proclaim : 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 


air as page 68.] 


Christ, by highest heav’n adored, 
Christ the everlasting Lord, 

Late in time behold, Him come, 
Offspring of a Virgin's womb, 
Veiled in flesh, the Godhead He: 
Hail th' incarnate^Deity. 

Pleased as man with man appear, 
Jesus our Immanuel here. 


EASTER SO NG OE PRAISE. 

^ ^ 

1. The strain upraise of joy and praise, A1 - 1c - lu * - ia, ( To the glory of their King, Shall the ransomed 

| And thechoirs that swell on high, Shall re-echo 


2. They in the rest of paradise who dwell, A1 - le - lu 


tr— S — e— 

(1) peo - pie sing, Alle * lu - • ia, 

through the sky, A He - l u_» - ia, 
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(2) cho- rus awell, Alle • lu * • ia, 

join and Bay, Alle - lu • - ia, 


Alle • lit - ia. ) 
Alle - lu • ijp ) 

m 

‘0‘~ l 

Alle • lu - ia.) 
Alle - lu • ia. A 


The bless - ed ones with joy the 
l The planets beaming on their heavenly 
) way, The shining constellations 


3 Wherefore we fdng, both heart and voice 
awaking, Alleluia I 

And children’s voices echo, answer making. 
Now from all men be outpoured [Alleluia l 
Alleluia to the Lord ; 

With Alleluia evermore 
The Son and Spirit we adore. 

Praise be done to the Three in One. Alleluia ! 

Alleluia! Alleluia) 
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VENI, SANCTE SPIBITUS. 

(30.) 

N -I — — , i 1—4 
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1. Ve - ni, Sanc-te Spir - ri -tus, Et e - mit - te 

3. Con - so - la - tor op - ti - me, Dul -eis lios - pes 


coe - li - tus, 
a - ni - mse, 


Et e - mit - te 
Dul - cis hos - pes 
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Yeni, Sancte Spiritus. Concluded. 


6 0 Lux beatissima, 

Reple cordis intima 
Tuorum fidelium. 

6 Sine tuo nomine 
Nihil est in homine, 

Nihil est innoxium. 

7 Lava quod est sordidum, 
Riga quod est aridum, 

Sana quod est saucium. 


8 Flecte quod est rigidum. 

Fove quod est frigid um, 

Rege quod est devium. 

9 Da tuis fidelibus, 

In te confidentibus, 

Sacrum septenarium. 

10 Da virtutis meritum, 

Da salutis exitum, 

Da perenne gaudium. Amen. 


COME, HOLY GHOST, CREATOR BLEST. 


! SjE 


W. M. Lutz. 
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1. Come, Ho - ly Ghost, Cre - a - tor blest, And in our hearts take up thy rest; Come, 

2. O Com - fort - er, to Thee we cry, Thou heav - 'nly gift of God most high ; Thou 
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with thy grace and heav - ’nly aid, To 

fount of life, and fire of love, And 
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aid, To fill the hearts which thou hast 

love, A nd gweet A - noint - ing from a - 
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8 Drive far away our deadly foe, 
And peace for evermore bestow : 

If Thou be our preventing Guide, 
No evil can our steps betide. 


4 Praise we the Father, and the Son, 
And Holy Spirit, Three in one ; 
And may the Son on us bestow 
The gifts that from the Spirit flow. 
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SOLO. 


SEE THE PARACLETE DESCENDING. 

(38.) 



ii 

Men with heav’nly love in spire. ( Let us, A1 - le • lu - ias singing, Of - fer Him our grate ful lays. I 

( He all heav’nly gra - ces bringing, Mer - its ev - er-lasting praise. ) 
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Soprano . 
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3 Men in every danger fearing, 

Now the greatest dangers scorn ; 

Amidst tortures persevering, 

Show themselves in Christ new-born.— Cho. 


4 Fishermen, by Thee instructed, 

Jesus, to the world proclaim ; 

Infants, by Thy grace conducted, 

Rather die than slight His name.— Cho. 
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ce, Mu - tans E - vse 
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5 Virgo singularis, 

Inter omnes mitis, 

Nos culpis solutos, 

Mites fac et castos. 

6 Vitam praesta puram, 
Iter para tutura, 

Ut videntes Jesum, 
Semper collaetemur. 

7 Sit Ians Deo Patri, 
Summo Christo decus, 
Spiritui Sancto, 

Tribus honor unus. Amen. 
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MONTH OF MARY. 


LITANY OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY. 

( 30.) — a. 


No. 1. 




E3?izs-: 




Ky-ri- e e - le - i-son, Chri - ate e - le- i-son, Cliri- ste au-dinos. Chri-ste ex-au - di nos. 
Pater de coelis De - us, Fili Redemptor mundi Deus, Spiritus Sancte Deus, Mi- se- re - re no - - bis. 
Sane - ta . . Trinitas, Sanc-ta . . . . Trinitas, U - nus De-us, Mi- se- re- re no - - bis. 
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1. Sancta, sane - - ta Ma-ri - a, Sancta, Sane -ta De - i Ge -ni-trix, Sancta, Sancta Yir- go vir-ginum, 

2. Mater, Ma - - ter . . . Chri-sti, Ma - - ter di - vi-nse gra - ti-se, Ma-ter, Ma - - ter pu-ris-si-ma, 

0 -^— 0 — 0 - 0 - 1 
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3. Mater, 

4. Mater, 

5. Mater, 

6. Vir-go, 

7. Vir-go, 

8. Causa 

9. Vas in 

10. Tur - 

11. Ja- - 

12. Re- - 

13. Re - - 

14. Re - - 

15. Re - - 


Ma - 
Ma - 
Ma - 
Virgo 

nos - 
-sig - ne 
ris 

fugiunt 
gina 
gina 
gi - na . 


ter cas- 
ter a - 
ter Salva- 
prse - di - 
go fi - 
trae lae - 
devo-ti - 
e - - 
nu - a 
pec - ca - 
an - ge - 
apo- sto - 


tis - si - ma, Ma- 
mabilis, Mater, 
to - ris Vir-go 
canda, Vir-go, 
de - lis, Specu - 
ti - ti-se, Vas 
o - nis, Ro-sa, 
burnea, Domus, 
cce - li, Stella, 

• to - rum, Conso - 
lo - rum, Re - 
lo-rtim, Re - 
Virginum, Re - 
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ter in - vi - o - la - - ta, 
Ma- ter ad- mi - ra - bi-lis, 

, Vir - go pruden- tissima, 

Vir - - go, potens, 

lum jus - titiae, 

spi - - ri - tu - a - - - le, 

Ro-sa 
mus 
ma-tu 






mys-ti-ca, 
Do - mus au - re-a 

Stella ma-tu - ti - na, 
latix affiic - to - rum, 

gina Patriar cliarum, 

gi - - na , , Mar-ty • 

gina Sanctorum omnium, 


Mater 

Mater, 

Virgo, 

Virgo, 

Sedes, 

Vas 

Tur - 

Foe - 

Sa-lus 

Aux 

Re - 

rum, 

Re - 


te - me - ra - ta, 
Cre - a - to - ris, 
ve - nc - ran - da, 
Vir - go . . . cle-mens, 
Sedes Sa-pi - - en - tiai, 
no - ra-bi - le, 
Da - - vi -di-ca, 
de - fis ar - ca, 
fir - mo -rum, 
-il - ium Christian-o - rum, 
gi-na Pro-phe - ta- rum, 
Re-gi - na Confes-so-rum, 
gina sine labe con-cep-ta, 


in 

Mater 

Virgo 


ho 

ris 

in 
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O FLOWER OF GRACE. 

( 4 = 1 .) 
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1. Oh ! Flow’r of grace ! di-vin - est flow’r ! God’s light thy life, God’s love thy dow’r,That all a - lone with 

2. Oh ! Flow’r of God ! di - vin - est flow’r ! E - lect - ed for his in - most bow’r, Where angels come not, 
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vir-gin ray, Dost make in heav’n e - ter - nal May ; Sweet falls the peerless dig - ni - ty Of 
there art thou, A crown of glo - ry on thy brow; While far be- low, all bright and brave, Their 
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God’s e- ter- nal choice on thee, Sweet falls the peerless dig -ni - ty Of God’s e - ter- nal choice on thee, 
gleamy palms the ransomed wave, While far below all bright and brave, Their gleamy palms the ransomed wave. 
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O Flower of* Grace. Concluded. 69 
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Mother dear - est ! Mother fair - est ! Maiden pui 
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earth and joy of heav- en, Love and praise to thee be giv - en, Blissful Mother ! blissful Maid - en ! 
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3 0 Help of Christians ! mercy-laden ! 

0 blissless Mother ! blissful Maiden ! 

0 Sinless ; were it not for thee, 

There were in faith no liberty 

To hold that God could stoop so low, 

Or love his sinful creatures so. 

Mother dearest ! etc. 


4 O Mary ! when we think of thee, 

Our hearts grow light as light can be ; 
For thou hast felt as we have felt, 

And thou hast knelt as we have knelt ; 
And so it is — that utterly, 

Mother of God, we trust in thee 1 
Mother dearest ! etc. 
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Through the World Thy Children raise. 


Concluded. 
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though on earth we 
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Of those who trust 
Our Moth - er lives 
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CHORUS. Animato. 
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Star of the Sea, we kneel and pray. When tempests raise their voice, Star of the Sea, 
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reached, We call thee, we call thee and rejoice : Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea. 
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OH! FAIREST 
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:fct 


OF ALL 
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VISIONS. 
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1. Oh ! fair - est of all vis - ions, With raeek-ly fold - 

2. Oh ! fair - est of all vis - ions, That met the ea - 

3. Oh ! fair - est of all vis - ions, Our wea - ry ex - 

4. We’ll see thee, Queen and Moth - er, En-throned in roy 


ed hands, 
ger gaze, 
ile o’er, 
al state. 



A - dor - ing eyes up- 
Of Pa - tri-arch and 
Iri' thy un-cloud -ed 
In all thy vir - gin 

A ‘ 




lift - - ed, Be - fore her God she stands. 
Pro - phet, In lar pri-me - val days, 
glo - - ry We’ll see thee ev - er - more, 
splen - dor, Our Queen Im-mac- u - late. 


CHORUS. Sop. Sop . 

Alto. * | Alto. * • 1 K 
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Mother pure, Mother pure, Virgin fair, Virgin fair,Spotlesa 



Sop. 


Alto. 
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jDove, Spotless Dove, Peerless Maid, Peerless Maid, Crown’d Queen of God’s creation, Our Queen Immacu- late. 
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OH, BEAUTIFUL THOU ART. 
(47.) 
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Our sweet Virgin 

Queen, Come 
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Concluded. 
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parts, Joy each breast is fill - ing, Sad-ness now de - parts. 
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2 Ob list to strains now swelling 
Even to thy throne ; 

0 call us for this dwelling, — 
Leave us not alone. 

Mother ever holy, 

Hear us as we pray ; 

Virgin pure and lowly 
With us ever stay. 


3 Ah ! when we're sad and weary: 
Tired of life and sin, 

And when the way looks dreary 
Haste thy child and win. 
When death lays his finger 
On our icy brow, 

Oh, then near us linger, 

Linger then as now. 


Moderate express, 


O MATER ADMIRABILIS. 

(48.) 

^ CHORUS. 


CONCONE. 
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SYMPH. 
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0, Ma-ter ad - mi - ra - bi - lis, List to our fer - vent prayer; Oh! 
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O Mater admirabilis 


Concluded. 
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1. 0, Ma - - - ter ad - - - mi - ra - - - bi - - lis, Our youth - - ful 
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3 Before thy loving image, 

'Tis truest joy to kneel, 
And gaze upon the beauties 
That faith and love reveal. 


4 0 Mater Admirabilis, 

’Tis more than rapturous glow 
That cheers our lone and darksome way 
On this sad earth below. 
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In soft soul- breath 
0 Ma - - ter ad - 
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HOW PURE, HOW FRAIL. 
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1. How pure, How frail and white The snow - drops shine; Gath-er 

2. For on this blessed day She knelt at pray'r ; Where, lo ! 
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a gar-land 
before her 












SOLO. Andante espress, 
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O HEART OF MARY. 

( 40 .) 
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8. N. D. 






1. 0, Heart of. Ma - rv, pure and fair, There is no stain in thee: In 

2. As some fair lily ’midst the thorns, Thou ’mongst Eve’s daughters art ; Ce 

3. Sweet Heart! with - in thy depths so chaste, We’ 11 dwell and ne’er depart, Till 
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thou our souls hast 
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hast no share, From sin’s control thou’rt free, In Adam’s fall thou hast no share, From sin’s con- 

- ty a- dorns Thv crystal depths, chaste Heart ! Ce-les-tial pu - ri-ty a - dorns Thy crys-tal 

deep - - ly placed In Je- sus’ Sa - cred Heart, Till thou our souls hast deep-ly placed In Jc-sus* 
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O Heart of* Mary. Concluded. 



from thy bright throne. 

(S3.) 


Met. 86= J Spirituoso. v 
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1. From thv bright throne h - bove the sk}', Look down on us, 0 Moth - er sweet, And 

2. So their sweet breath shall rise like pray'r, When I am far from this dear spot; Thou’lt 

i j . j—i n . . . . 
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3 But if I had a golden mine, 

And were to lay it at thy feet, — 

Mv heart not being truly thine, — 

Say, would it please thee, mother sweet? 
I know it would not, and I know 
That I can only be thine own 
By loving Him who loved thee so 
That He became thine own dear Son. 


4 My heart henceforth shall be all thine. 
And I will watch and I will pray, 
That never thought or word of mine 
May take my heart from thee away. 
Oh, give a blessing now to me ; 

I'll try to be so good all day, 

That I may bring fresh flowers to thee 
To make thy holy altar gay. 
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FAREWELL TO MAY. 
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oft I’ve found such sweet delight 1 
breathe to her my loving sighs ! 
die this hour would be so sweet, 


My sad a - dieux must I now fal - ter, Must joys so 
So fondly on me then she gaz - es, So soft-lv 

Like those spring flowers, per - fumes flinging. That bloom and 
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Farewell to May. Continued. 05 

CHORUS. 



pure now wing their flight? Farewell, sweet month, . .. sweet month of flow'rs . . Farewell, lov'd 

beam her star-like eyes. Farewell, etc. 

lan-guishat thy feet? Farewell, etc. 



Farewell, sweet month, sweet month of flow'rs. 


















• WATCH OVER US. 

(320 

i ^ ^ Watch over 
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Mother, loved, Ou eet de - light, One glance but cast, So fondly bright. 
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watch o ■> ver ns. 


When dark night her man - tie 
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Watch o - ver us. 
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2 Be love of thee, my whole life long, 
My sweetest joy, my only way. 

|| : Watch over us. :|| 

Shine then brightly, O soft Star 
With thy light driving far 
Mists that oft veil my soul, 

Clouds that e’er around me roll. 


3 Mother of God 1 our hope, our life, — — 
Sweet Mother, shield us in the strife. 

|| : Watch over us. :|| 

From all earthly toils set free, 

We’ll quickly fly to thee; 

Let us rest in thy heart : 

From its depths we’ll ne’er depart. 
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CnOKTTS. 
AUcgro pomp. 


MAGNIFICAT. 

( 55 .) 


E. Verschneider. 





Magnificat. Continued. 
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2 My lowliness He sought, 

On me His eyes He cast, 
And in me He has wrought 
A wonder unsurpassed ! 

His mercies to the just 
From age to age He shows, 

• But humbles in the dust 

His proud and haughty foes. 


3 The mighty ones He spurns, 
The humble He receives, 
Fills the soul that yearns ; 

The rich in want He leaves. 
To us, for Israeli sake. 

His mercies still extend ; 
For Abram, as he spake, 

His love shall never end. 


[ To music on opposite page. J 


4 Then beg of Jesus by the blood, 

That flowed so freely from His Heart 
That He will bathe us in its flood 

That, chastened, wc may form a part, — C ho. 


5 A beauteous, holy, loving part 

Of that much envied train and bright, 

That follows evermore the Lamb, 

Through Heaven’s eternal realms of light.— CHO. 
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AVK 8ANCTIS8IMA, 
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a nco. s _l n j 


A - ve. Sanctis - sirma, We lift our senU to thee ; 

A - ve Pu ris - si-ma, List to thy children’s pray’r ; 
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Are Marla, bright and pure. Concluded. 
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Pains and pleas - urea try the pil - 
Lead me on, though fierce temp - ta - 


his long and dreary way ; Fears amt 
and meet me in the way ; When I 




3 Then shall I, if thou, 0 Mary, 

Art my strong support and stay. 
Fear nor feel the three-fold danger; 

Standing forth in dread array. 
Now and ever shield and guard me, 
Ave Maria ! bright and pure, 

Ora pro me, ora pro me. 


4 When my eyes are slowly closing, 
And I fade from earth away, 

And when death, the stern destroyer, 
Ciaims my body as his prey, 

Claim my soul, and then, sweet Mary, 
Ave Maria ! bright and pure, — 

Ora pro me, ora pro me. 
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All our thoughts en - 
To our an - chor 
Takes from life its 
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IIAIL, VIRGIN, DEAREST MART. 

SOLO, or DUET. (01.) 


Lambi lotte. 






Fine. CHORUS. 
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La - dy, Our love - ly Queen of May ! . . 

bring - ing Her sweet -est charms to you.... 
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Thy chil - dren, hmnb - ly bend - ing A - 
We'll gath - er fresh, bright flow - ers, To 
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- round thy shrine so dear, With heart and voice as-cend - ing, Sweet Ma - ry, hear our pray 'r. 

bind our fair Queen's brow ; From gay and ver-dantbow - ers. We haste to crown thee now. 
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102 Hall, Heayehly Que^a. 



3 Thy children save, 0 gracious Mother, hear ! 4 Our souls in purity and grace preserve, 

From weeping eyes, oh, deign to wipe the tear ! And ne’er from truth permit our way to swerve. 

Our humble prayers to God thy Son present. That, when our days have rolled their rapid round, 

Whose life and blood for sinful man were spent. We may with Christ in heavenly bliss be crowned. 

Hail, foamy ocean’s star, etc. Hail, foamy ocean’s star, etc. 


ON THIS DAY, O BEAUTIFUL MOTHER. 

( 63.) L AM BI LOTTE. 

CHORUS. 
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MOTHER OF MERCY. 
( 04 .) 
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1. Mother of mer-cy, day by day My love of thee grows more and more ; Thy gifts are strewn up. 

2. Though pover- ty, and work, and woe, The mas- ters of my life may be ; In dark - est hours, who 


TO 





3 Oh, gain me grace to love thee more : 
Thy Son will give, if thou wilt plead ! 
And, Mother, when life’s cares are o’er, 
Oh, I shall love thee then indeed, 


4 My Lord, when His three hours were run. 
Bequeath’d thee, from the cross, to me; 
And oh, how can I love thy Son, 

Sweet mother, if I love not thee? 
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2 Earth is darksome, we are weary, 
Satan setteth snares for all, 

Pray for us, 0 tender Mary, 

Pray to Jesus, lest we fall. — C ho. 

3 Many call upon thee, Mother. 

Some in manhood, strong in youth, 
Some in age, in tender childhood — 
ALL in loving faith and truth. — C ho. 







son, Thee to bless and thee to praise. 



Chorus , V.S. 


4 Raise thy voice for us to Jesus, 

In this blessed month of thine, 

Raise thy pure hands to bless us, 

As we linger 'round thy shrine. — C ho. 

5 Bless, oh, bless us, now and ever, 
Thour who once the dark earth trod, 
And when dying, waft our spirits, 

To the bosom of our God. — C ho. 
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Glorious Mother. Concluded. 








Snow and Bain have vanished. Concluded. 


107 






fj-ry 3 - K I— 


s=^z 


y I? 


y uEr .g iT: :< *^l_j — $ — ? -*- 


vale, Gen - tie Mother hear us At thy al-tar pray; Queen of Virgins, bless us On this sweet May? 

night, Stars a-bove us gleam - ing, Tell of Mary’s worth ; Blossoms round us teeming, Speak her praise to 




BE 




--te 




1 = 5 - 


f E 

-h— £-F*- 

=EEEE 


-/•- 




EeIe? 


^n«=fp 


». , m mm K ■ >• «»• ' /*s 

u * i t r | 


u k t 

-day. Gen-tie Mother, hear us At thy al-tar pray, Queen of Virgins, bless us On this sweet May-day. 
earth. Stars a-bove us gleaming, Tell of Mary’s worth ; Blossoms round us teeming, Speak her praise to earth. 
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3 Here below deserving, 

She was found alone, 
God, from sin preserving, 
Chose her for His own. 
Grace, as to none other, 
Grace to her was given j 
She became the Mother 
Of the King of Heaven. 


4 God bestowed upon her, 
Glories all her own : 
Earth’s sublimest honor, 
Heaven’s queenly throne. 
Taught by Him, we love her. 
In our simple way, 

Placing none above her 
On this sweet May-day. 
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flow’rs of the rar - est, bring flow’rs of the fairest, From garden and woodland, and hillside and vale ; Our 
voi - ces as cend - ing, in har - mo -ny blending, Oh! thus may our hearts turn, dear Mother, to thee; Oh 




Brinfl* Flowers of" the rarest. Continued. 
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full hearts are swelling, our glad voices telling The praise of the love - li - est Rose of the dale. O 






110 Bring 1 Flowers of* the rarest. Concluded. 



3 0 Virgin most tender, our homage we render, 4 Of Mothers the dearest, oh, wilt thou be nearest, 

Thy love and protection, sweet Mother, to win ; When life with temptation is darkly replete? 

In danger defend us, in sorrow befriend us, Forsake us, oh, never ! our hearts, be they ever 

And shield our fond hearts from contagion of sin. As pure as the lilies we lay at thy feet. 
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112 STAR OF JACOB. 


(07.) Westlake. 
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3 Joyful in thy path they scatter 

Roses white and lilies fair ; 

Yet with thy chaste bosom’s whiteness, 
Rose nor lily can compare. 

4 Oh ! that this low earth of ours, 

Answering tn' angelic strain, 

With thy praises might re-echo, 

Till the heavens replied again. 


5 Honor, glory, virtue, merit, 

Be to Thee, O Virgin’s Son ! 

With the Father and the Spirit, 
While the eternal ages run. 

6 Star of Jacob, ever beaming, 

Bright and clear, of peace the sign ; 
’Mid the stars of highest heaven 
Glows no purer ray than thine. 


SALVE REGINA. 


(09.) Sterbu 
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% O gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid, 

We sinners make our prayers through thee ; 
Remind thy Son that He has paid 
The price of our iniquity. 

Virgin most pure, Star of the sea, 

Pray foi the sinner, pray for me. 


3 Sojourners in this vale of tears, 

To thee, blest Advocate, we cry ; 

Pity our sorrows, calm our fears. 

And soothe with hope our misery. 
Refuge in grief, Star of the sea. 
Pray for the mourner, pray for me. 
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The Memoraro. Oowciajded. 
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Though countless and grievous the sins I deplore, 4 
Despair at thy name from my bosom shall flee ; 

In thy love will I hope for my pardon once more, 

O Virgin and Mother, I fly unto thee. 

Oh ! be thou mindful, etc. 


To my prayers and my sighs, blessed Mother, give ear. 
And be thou, as ever, the penitent's friend ; 

'Neath the shield of thy favor no danger I’ll fear. 

But with thee and thy Son hope to reign in the end. 
Oh 1 be thou mindful, etc. 
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MOTHER DCAB, OH J PRAY FOR ME. 


(73.) 
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Mother dear, oh! pray for me. Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 






2 Mother dear, oh pray for me, 

Should plcarsurc’s syren lay 
E’er tempt thy child to wander far 
From Virtue’s paths away : 

When thorns beset life’s devious way, 
And darkling waters flow, 

Then, Mary, aid thy weeping child, 
Thyself a Mother show. 

Mother deal, etc. 


3 Mother dear, oh pray for me, 

When all looks bright and fair, 

That I may nil mv danger see, 

For surely then ’tis near ; 

A Mother’s pray’r how much we need, 
If prosperous be the ray, 

That paints with glow the flow’ry mead 
Which blossoms in our way. 

Mother dear, etc. 
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Queen of" tHe Skies. Continued. 
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CHORUS. 



9 The shadows of a sinful earth 
Are hov'ring o'er our way : 

Oh ! thou who gav'st a Saviour birth, 
Be thou our guide and stay j 
Oh ’ turn on us thy loving eyes, 

Queen of the skies, 

Mary, loved Mary, Queen of the skies. 


3 The perfumed wreath for thee weVe twined, 
To thee our voices raise, 

And round thy chaste and holy shrine 
We hymn our notes of praise. 

Oh ! hear our prayers, behold our sighs, 
Queen of the skies, 

Mray, loved Mary, Queen of the skies. 
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Chorus, V.S . 


4 Take us all ’neath thy protection, 

Heart, and soul, and senses, take 1 
Tell dear Jesus we are thine, 

And He’ll bless us for thy sake Cho. 


And the treasures of our Mary, 

Up in heaven we shall store ; 

Naught shall steal them, naught corrode them, 
They shall last for evermore !— Cho. 
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Mary, Mother Sweet. Concluded. 
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’TIS THE MONTH OF OUR MOTHER, 

SOLO. ( 37 .) 



guardian of our way, . . To the fair - est of Queen, Be the fairest of seasons, sweet May. 
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3 And what joy to the erring, 

The sinful and sorrowful soul, 

That a trust in her guidance 
Will lead to a glorious goal,— C ho. 


4 Let us sing, then, rejoicing, 

That God hath so honored our race 
As to clothe with our nature 
Sweet Mary, the Mother of Grace. — Cho. 
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Bright Mother of* our Maker. Concluded. 
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3 Release our long-entangled mind, 

From all the snares of ill ; 

With heavenly light instruct the blind. 
And all our vows fulfil. 

4 Exert for us a Mother’s care, 

And us thy children own : 

Prevail with Him to hear our prayer. 
Who chose to be thy Son. 


5 0 spotless Maid ! whose virtues shine 

With brightest purity, 

Each action of our lives refine, 

And make us pure like thee. 

6 Bright Mother of our Maker, hail ! 

Thou Virgin ever blessed. 

The ocean’s star by which we sail, 
And gain the port of rest. 


REGINA CCELI. 

(78.) 
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BRIGHT QUEEN OP HEAYEN. 
( 83 .)-« 


1. Bright Queen of heav’n, Vir- gin most fair, Ma - ry, most gen - ,tle, list to our prayer, List to our j 

2* Star (i the Ocean, shed-ding soft light, Sol - ace in sor - row, rest ’mid the night, Rest ’mid the ; 
I 3d nnd 4th stanzas on opposite page. 
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BRIGHT QUEEN OF HEAVEN. 

( 82.M 


w. s. Hats. 




1. Bright Queen of heav - en, Vir- gin most fair, 


Ma - ry, most gen - - tie, list to our 
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2 HAIL I MARY, QUEEN AND VIRGIN PURE. 

( 80 .) 

m Andante. ^ , _ 
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1. Hail ! Ma- rv, Queen and Vir - gin pure, Wither - *rv grace re- plctc ; Hail ! hind pre- tec- tress 
3. How oft, when trou- ble filled my breast, Or sin my con-science pained, Thro* thee I sought for 
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irst the high -est place, Next 
1 my pains and cares, I’ll 
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heav’n’s im - pe - rial throne, Ob-tain for us each sav - ing grace, And make 
seek for help in thee, E’er trust-ing, thro’ thy pow’r-ful pray’rs, To gain 


our wants thine own. 
e - ter - ni - ty. 
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Bright Queen of* Heaven. Concluded. 





3 Tho’ night be lonely why should we fear, 
While thy soft gleaming shineth so near, 
Leading us gently 'mid darkling gloom, 
Beck’ning us onwards to our true home. 


4 Soon may the morrow of bright, endless day 
Chase the drear visions of dark night awav ; 
Waft our lone spirits to Heaven’s bright shore. 
Where we may love thee, and rest evermore. 
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Ho-ly Ma-rv, Mother mild, 0 sweet Moth - er ! i Oh j ex . y C Cher- u-bim ! And re-joice, ye 
Hear, oh! hear a fee- ble child, O sweet Moth-er!) 

Who on life’s tem-pcstuous sea, O sweet Moth - er ! Oh ! ex- nit, etc. 

Is cast a- lone : O suc-corme, O sweet Moth-er! 


f ^ ^ ill 8 Waves of sorrow o'er me roll, O, etc. 

r-fa- j — ft-j — \~| H l~r H i "H — j ~j~| — [—- > — |~yi Storms of passion shake my soul, O, etc., 

4 Dangers pres* on wery side O, «r C "°‘ 
Star of Ocean, be my guide, O, etc. — Cho> 

Seraphim! Praise her! Praise her! Oh! praise our spotless Queen ! 5 Brightest in the courts above. O, etc. 

Joy of angels ! Queen of love ! O, etc. — 

.Jt /s CHO. 


tt — rj — I f~V ~ — T1 6 Comfort of the sorrowing, hear! O, etc. 

•—T 70 F^ ~ * — ^-F ] ^ tl And grief and tears will disappear. O, etc. 

— Cho. 


Dolce Andante. 


O MAIDEN MOTHER I 
(S3.) 

1 — * 1 K — T i i — I IKT 


O Mai-den Moth-er, len-der and mild. Oh! take me lor thy child; And thro life sjour-ney, 
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Turned to Je - sus and 


M 



i 


3 And oh, teach me through the day 
Oft to raise iny heart and say, 

“ Maiden Mother, meek and mild, 
Guard, oh, guard thy humble child !” 
0 Maiden Mother, etc. 

4 Thus, sweet Mother, day and night 
Thou shalt guide my steps aright ; 
And mv dying words shall be, 

“ Virgin Mother, pray for me !” 

O Maiden Mother, etc. 
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CHILDREN OF MARY. 


(84:.)— a. Lambillotte. 
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CHILDREN OF MARY. 

(8A.)-6. 
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1. Chil - dren of Ma - ry, high your voi-ces raise, Ye on whom she casts a ten-der eye; 

2. I see, as-cend-ing to her glorious throne, The fer-vent pray’rs of ev-’ry faithful child ; 
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Chil - dren of God, sing her im-mor-tal praise, And all ex* alt her glo-ry to the skies. 
Each heart e - rects an al - tar to her name, Where Ma - ry lives in ev-er-last - ing fame. 
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CHORUS. 











Let every Heart exalting 1 beat. Concluded. 
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2 Jesus the comfortless consoles, 

Jesus each sinful fever quells, 

Jesus the power of hell controls, 

Jesus each deadly foe repels. 

Let every heart, etc. 

3 Oh ! speak His glorious name abroad ! 

Jesus let every tongue confess ; 

Let every heart and voice accord 
The Healer of our souls to bless. 

Let every heart, etc. 


4 Jesus, the sinner’s Friend, abide 

With us, and hearken to our prayers : 
Thy frail and erring wanderers guide. 
In mercy our trangressions spare. 

Let every heart, etc. 

5 All might, all glory be to Thee, 
Refulgent with this Name Divine; 

All honor, worship, majesty, 

Jesus, for evermore be Thine 
Let every heart, etc. 


I RISE FROM DREAMS OF TIME. 

(85.) 

*=pl=fc=l=C5 f^zl===p3=}=1=Gp 
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1. I rise from dreams of time, From the shadows of this life. From the tombs and places waste, From an 

2. A lone lamp quivers still, And a wondrous silence reigns; Only with voice low and mild, The 
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Andante, m f w ^ ) , 


SOXJL OF MY SAVIOUR, 

( 86 .) 

S JN 
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1. Soul of my Saviour ! sanctify my breast : Thy bless-ed Bod - y be my sav • ing Guest ; 

2. Strength and protection may His passion be ; Je - sus ! oh, hear my sighs and an - swer me ! 

■N — {S-N — N— 1 1 — ! i-i — K k- 




-F=* 


«-# 


u- 5 ?- 


-W — y- 


dolce. pp 

=rb-z E§sr- 

s?-b — 




& 




8 =1 


Blood of my Je - sus! bathe me in thy tide. 
Deep in Thy Heart, Lord, hide and shelter me; 


Wash me, ye wa - ters streaming from His 
So shall I nev - er, nev - er part from 
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side, Wash me, ye waters streaming from His side. 
Thee, So shall I never, never part from Thee. 
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3 Guard and defend me from the foe malign. 

In death's dread moments make me only Thine; 
Call me, and bid me come to Thee on high, 
Where I may praise Thee, reigning in the sky. 
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sweeter sound than Thy blest name, O, Sa-viour of mankind, 
love of Je - sus, what it is, None but His loved ones know- 


3 Jesus ! our only joy be Thou, 

ilH As Thou our prize wilt be ; 
— -ft Jesus ! be Thou our glory now, 

And through eternity. 




kind. 4 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can 

know- frame, 

- — 1 -| Nor can the mem ry find, 

:p. .. A sweeter sound than Thy blest 

T jJ name, 

O, Saviour of mankind. 


Digitized by ’ 




T 


1. Close veiled in that sweet Sac - ra-ment, Our Je-sus’ Heart, our treasure, lies ; 

2. Love is not love! O an - gels, weep, Ye vir - gins chaste, breathe bitter sighs 

3. That heart for us could do no more, In an - guish deep it sighed and bled ; 


price - less, dear - est tes - ta-ment Is shrouded in that mys - tic guise. 
Earth be clothed in mourning deep ; Withdraw your light, ye radiant skies 

cru - el spear pierc’d thro’ its core, For us His last life’s blood was shed. 
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Sacred Heart. Continued. 14:5 
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Sacred Heart. Concludes. 
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I Come to Thee, my Love. Concluded. 
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Love, Who here in light dost reign, 
heart : Without Thee I must die. 
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The tem-pest raves with - out. 
My soul is faint and dark, 
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The an - gry bil -lows 

I come to thee for 
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3 I long, when far away, 

To be with Thee again, 

Where treasures of thy grace 

Fall like the silent rain. 

O veiled and hidden Love, 

O loving, gracious Lord ; 

From Thee the silver showers 
Upon my heart are poured. 


4 The storm of pain and grief 
Bends me beneath its power ; 
I have no help but Thee 
In sorrow’s darkest hour. 

O help me then, my Love, 

For I am dark and lone ; 

And joy and light are Thine 
Upon this Altar-throne, 
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Jesus is God, 


Concluded. 
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2 Jesns is God ! the glorious bands 

Of golden angels sing 
Songs of adoring praise to Him, 

Their Maker and their King. 

He was true God in Bethlehem’s crib, 

On Calvary’s Cross true God ; 

He who in heaven eternal reigned, 

In time on earth abode. 

3 Jesus is God ! there never was 

A time when He was not : 

Boundless, eternal, merciful, 

The Word the Sire begot! 

Backward our thoughts through ages stretch, 
Onward through endless bliss, — 

For there are two eternities, 

And both alike are His ! 


4 Jesus is God ! let sorrow come, 

And pain, and every ill ; 

All are worth while, for all are means 
His glory to fulfil ! 

Worth while a thousand years of life 
To speak one little word, 

If by our Credo we might own 
The Godhead of our Lord ! 

5 Jesus is God ! if on the earth 

This blessbd faith decays, 

More tender must our love become, 
More plentiful our praise ; 

We are not angels, but we may 
Down in earth’s corners kneel, 

And multiply sweet acts of love, 

And. murmur what we feel. 


O COR AMORISI 

(07.) 
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O SACRED HEART, WITH BURNING LOVE. 153 
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Andante , con express. 
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1. 0 Sa-cred Heart ! with burn - ing love, 

2. Thou, Heart of Je - sus ! art the throne 


On Theeen-rapt-ured An- gels gaze ; To Theetri- 
Of mer-cy — Thou the fount of grace ; Our hope of 




Chorus V. S. 


3 0 Lamb of God ! meek victim, slain 
For us, let not the stream that flowed 
From Thy pierced Heart have flowed in vain. 
Oh ! cleanse us with Thy precious blood. 
Cho. — 0 1 Sacred Heart 1 etc. 


4 God’s Mother ! Virgin ever blest 1 
Thy heart and His are always one ; 
Plead thou Our cause ; thy sweet request 
Is never slighted by thy Son. 

Cho.— 0 Sacred Heart l etc. 
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CHORUS. 


O Sacred Heart, with burning Lore. 

I P I 



TO CHRIST, THE PRINCE OE PEACE. 

(08.)— «. 



1. To Christ the 

2. Deep in His 
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Peace, And Son of God most high, The Fa - ther of 

us, The wound of love He bore, That love which still 
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3 0 Jesus, Victim blest ! 

What else but love divine 
Could Thee constrain to open thus 
That Sacred Heart of Thine ? 

4 O Fount of endless life, 

O Spring of water clear ! 

0 Flame celestial, cleansing all 
Who unto Thee draw near ! 

5th itanza oppottfa 
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5 Hide me in Thy dear Heart, 
For thither do I fly ; 


There seek Thy grace through life, in death 
Thine immortality. 


(Repeat 6th stanza when sung to tune b.J 
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O DEUS! 


EGO 

(90.) 




ff, 


AMO TE. 

ff 
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1. 0 De-us! e-go a-moTe,Nec a - mo Tc ut sal-ves me, 

2. Tu, Tu, mi Je-su; to- turn me Am-plex-us es in cru - ce, 


Aut qui - a 
Tu - lis - ti 


non a-mantesTe M 
cla - vos, lance-am, Mul- 
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- ter-no pu-nis ig - ne. Aut qui-a non a-man-tes Te JE -ter- no pti - nis ig - - ne. 

- tam-que ig - no-mi-ni-am, Tu-lis - ti cla -vos, lan-ceam, Mul-tamque ig-no-mi-ni - am. 



TO JESUS’ HEART. 

(05.) 




To Jesus’ Heart. Concluded. 
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2 O Heart for me on fire 

With love no man can speak, 
My yet untold desire 

God gives me for Thy sake. 

3 Too true ! I have forsak’n 

Thy flock, by w ilful sin, 

Yet now let me be tak’n 
Back to Thy fold again. 


4 As Thou art meek and lowly. 

And ever pure of heart, 

So may my heart be wholly 
Of Thine the counterpart. 

5 When life away is flying 

And earth's false glare is done. 
Still, sacred Heart ! in dying 
I'll say I'm all Thine own! 
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how re - vere 

this won-drous Gift, 

So 

far sur-pass - 

ing hope or 

thought. 

with what bursts 

of fer-vent praise 

Thy 

good-ness, Je - 

sus, would I 

sing! 


Sweet Sa - era - ment! we Thee a - dore, Oh! make us love Thee more and more 


i 

us love Thee more and more. 


3 Oh, see! within a creature s hand 
The vast Creator deigns to be, 

Reposing, infant-like, as though 

On Joseph's arm, or Mary's knee.— Cho. 


4 Thy Body, Soul, and Godhead, all ! 

O mystery of love divine ! 

I cannot compass all I have, 

For all Thou hast and art are mine ! — C ho. 
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TANTUM ERGO. 

(loa.)-a. 
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Is now my bosom’s Guest most dear; Be -hold the vast Cre - a tor makes His 

grace, And rapt’rous love, and bliss di- vine. Lo ! an - gels near me hov-er round, From 
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l am Love’s 

CHORUS. 


Concluded. 
V-* — — sr"T 




in my heart He loves to rest. 
- in the heaven of my heart. 


My dear - est Lord, my Love, I’m thine, And Thou, my Jesus, art all 
My dear, etc. 
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mine, My heart for - ev - er thine shall be 1 
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Oh, keep it, Jesus, all for Thee. 
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HAIL ! JE8US, HAIL ! 

( 107.) 
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1. Hail ! Je - sus, hail ! who for my sake, Sweet blood from Mary’s veins didst take, And shed it all for 

2. To end - less a - ges let us praise The Precious Blood whose price could raise The world from wrath and 

J I 
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IXail ! Jesus, Hail I Concluded. 
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And shed it all for me. 
The world from wrath and sin. 


Oh, blessed he my Saviour's blood, My life, my light, my 
Whose streams our inward thirst appease, And heal the sin - ner’s 




on - ly good, Mv life, my light, my on - ly good, To all e - ter - ni - ty. 

worst dis - ease, And heal the sin - tier’s worst dis - ease, If he but bathe there - in. 



3 O, sweetest Blood that can implore 
Pardon of God, and heaven restore, — 
The heaven which sin had lost, 

The heaven which sin had lost : 
While Abel’s blood for vengeance pleads, 
What Jesus shed still intercedes, 

What Jesus shed still intercedes, 

For those who wrong Him most. 


4 Ah ! there is joy amid the Saints, 
And hell’s despairing courage faints, 
When this sweet song we raise. 
When this sweet song we raise: 
Oh, louder, then, and louder still. 
Earth with one mighty chorus fill, 
Earth with one mighty chorus fill, 
The Precious Blood to praise I 
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Adoremus in iEternum. Concluded 


173 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 


174 


BRIGHT ANGELS WHO ATTEND. 

(loe.) 
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For thine end - less glo - ry And thy roy - nl state. 

And the God of won - ders Loves the low - ly spot. 


As men to their gardens 
Go to seek sweet flowers, 
In our hearts dear Jesus 
Seeks them at all hours. 
Jesus, gentlest Saviour! 

Thou art in us now ; 

Fill us full of goodness, 
Till our hearts o’erflow. 
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AVE VERUM. Continued. 
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Ave Verum. Concluded. 
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Jesus, sweet Jesus. Concluded. 
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5 Accept, divine Redeemer, 

The homage of my praise ; 

Be Thou the light, and honor, 
And glory of my days. 

6 Be Thou my consolation 

When death is drawing nigh : 
Be Thou my only Treasure, 
Through all eternity. 
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1. As pants the hart for cool - ing springs, A - mong the rocks and bar - ren sands, So 

2. My soul, O God, doth thirst for Thee, For Thee, the source of cv - ’rv grace ; Oh, 


doth 

my 

soul, 

0 King 

when 

shall 

I 

Thy beau 


Kings, Long for re ■ frcsh-ment at Thy hands, 

see ! When shall I see Thee face to face I 


i ' — 

3 My tears have flowed by day and night, 

When I have felt Thy chastening rod ; 

But wicked men enjoyed the sight, 

And, mocking, asked, Where’s now thy God ? 

4 Where art Thou, Lord, my life, my all ? 

Thou art above, around, within 
Whate’er betides, on Thee I’ll call, 

To save me, and to pardon sin. 


6 Joy ! then, and endless jubilee 1 
Divine reward of faith and love ; 

I hear the strains of harmony 
From the Triumphant Church above. 

6 Why, then, my soul, art thou depressed 1 
God is thy drink, and He thy food 
Bequeathed to thee— His last bequest— 
His Body and His precious Blood. 
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3 After the Feast and the Lamb emblematical, 

Gave He Himself, whom the rite was foreshowing, 
Thus their Lord's Body, to each and to every, 

On His Apostles bestowing. 

4 Gave He the Body, support to their feebleness ; 

Gave He the Cup, too, their sorrow relieving ; 


Saying : ” Drink all of the Blood of My Covenant, 
That which I give you receiving." 

5 Thus He established the life-giving Sacrifice ; 

Thus to the Priesthood its office assigned, 

That they partake, and to others administer, 
Meetly what He had designed. 
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1. Grac-es from my Je - sus flow- ing, Set the faith - ful breast on fire; Make the soul with 

2. Here she may from care re - tir - ing, Find a sweet and heal - ing balm ; All ce - les - tial 

3. Here with pur - est love re-main -ing, Je - sus an-swers ev - ’ry pray’r ; With His help the 


LjziSi 


rap-tures glow - ing, Naught but heav’n - ly bliss de - sire, 
love in - spir - ing, Shed a - round a heav’n - ly calm, 
soul sus- tain - ing, Makes her ev - ’ry bless - ing share. 


Vain she thinks all 
Vain she thinks, etc. 
Vain she thinks, etc. 


tran - sient joys, 




For e - ter - nal peace she sighs ; Naught can then disturb her rest, With her God su-preme-ly bl£st. 









3. Quia respdxit humilitatem ancillae sua; : ecce enim ex 

hoc beJitam me dicent omnes generatidnes. 

4. Quia fecit mihi magna qui potens cst: et sanctum no- 

m$n ejus. ‘ , > ■ , 

5. Et miscricordia ejus a progdnie in progenies : timdnti- 

bus eum. 

6. Fecit potdntiam in br&chio suo : dispersit snpdrbos 

nienti cordis sui. 

7. Deposuit po ten tea de sede ; et exaltavit hu miles. 


8. Esuridntes impldvit bonis : et divites dimisit in&nes. 

9. Suscdpit Israel ptierum suum : recordatus lniseri’ 

cor-diee suee. 

10. Sicut loeutas est ad patres nostros: Abraham, et 

sdmini ejus in 6aecula. 

1 1. Gloria Patri et Filio et Spiritui Sancto : 

12. Sicut erat in prinCipio et nunc et semper et in sea- 

cula sa&culorum. Amen. 
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Spouse of onr La - dy ! we lean up -on thee. 
Spouse of our La - dy ! if thou wert with me, 
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di 
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II 


0 blessed St. Joseph I how great was thy worth, 
The one chosen shadow of God upon earth, 

The father of Jesus — ah ! then, wilt thou be, 
Sweet Spouse of our Lady ! a father to me ? 


God chose thee for Jesus and Mary — wilt thou 
Forgive a poor exile for choosing thee now? 
There’s no saint in heaven, St. Joseph, tike thee, 
Sweet Spouse of our Lady 1 oh, deign to lore me. 
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194 TE DEUM. 



2. Te aetdrnum Patrem : omnis terra venerdtur. 

3. Tibi omnes angeli : tibi cceli et univ^rsae potestates. 

4. Tibi cherubim et seraphim; incessabili voce procld- 

mant. 

5. Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus : Ddminus Deus Sdbaoth. 

6. Pleni suntcceli et terra: majestatis glorias tuae. 

7. Te gloriosus : Apostolorum chorus. 

8. Te prophetaruni : laudabilis numerus. 

9. Te Mdrtyrum candidatus : laudat exercitus. 

10. Te per orbem terrarum : sancta confit^tur Ecctesia. 

11. Patrem: immdnsae mejestdtis. 

12. Venerdndum tuum verum : et unicum Filium. 


13. Sanctum quoque : Paraclitum Spiritum. 

14. TuRex: gloriae Christe. 

15. Tu Pfttris: sempitdrnus es Filius. 

16. Tu ad.liber&ndum suscepturus hominem : non hor- 

ruisti Virginia uterum. 

17. Tu devicto mortis aculeo : aperuisti cred^ntibus 

regna ccelorum. 

18. Tu ad ddxteram Dei sedes : in gloria Patris. 

19. Judex crdderis : esse ven turns. 

20. Te ergo quaesumus, tuis famulis subveni : quos 

pretioso sanguine redemisti 

21. AStgrna fac cum Sanctis tuis : in gloria numerari. 


HARK! THE SOUND OF THE FIGHT. 

(138.) Eversmann. 
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Hark I the Sound of* the Fight. Concluded. 196 



South and the North has com-mand-ed his sol - diers to come. We must on, with our ban • ner un-i 

heals, and the slain he crowns in the cit - y a - bove. We must march. to the bat - tie with| 



-furled; We must oh, ’tis Je - sus who leads; We must hast - en to con - quer the 

speed ; Up - on earth our du - ty is strife : Oh, how blest are the sol - diers who 




There is Jesus in Heaven above, 

There is Jesus on earth below ; 

And His the one standard we love — 

And his the one watchword we know — 
Let us sing the new song of the Lamb- 
Let us sing round onr Banner so brave. 
Let us sing of that beautiful Blood 

Which was shed to redeem and to save. 
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8T. PATRICK. 

( 130 .) 



1. All praise to St. Pat -rick, who brought to our moon-tains The gift of God’s faith, the sweet 
d. o. — He hath been to us light, when earth’s lights were all set, . . For the glo-ries of faith they can 



St- Patrick. Concluded. 
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ritard. D. C. alfine. 
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Saint hath been with us, our shield and our stay ; All else may have gone, St. Pat - rick a - lone, — 
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2 There is not a Saint in the bright courts of Heaven, 
More faithful than he to the land of his choice. 

Oh, well may the nation to whom he was given, 

In the feast of their sire and apostle rejoice. 

In glory above, 

True to his love, 

He keeps the false faith from his children away. 

The dark false faith — 

Far worse than death — 

Oh, he drives it far off from the green sunny shore, 

Like the reptiles which fled from his curse in dismay, 
And Erin, when Error’s proud triumph is o’er, 

Will still be found keeping St. Patrick’s day. 


3 Then what shall we do for the heaven-sent father * 
What shall the proof of our loyalty be ? 

By all that is dear to our hearts, we would rather 
Be martyred, sweet Saint, than bring shame upon thee* 
But oh, he will take 
The promise we make, 

So to live that our lives, by God’s help, may display 
The light that he bore 
To Erin’s shore. 

Y es ! Father of Ireland ! no child wilt thou own 
Whose life is not lighted by grace on its way ; 

For they are true Irish, ah, yes, they alone, 

Whose hearts are all true on St. Patrick’s day. 
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SWEET SAVIOUR, BLESS US 

(127.) 
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1 . Sweet Sa -viour, bless us crc wc go ; 

2. The day is done, its hours have run, 
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Thy word in - to our minds in - still, And make our 
And Thou hast tak - en count of all, — The scan- ty 
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luke -warm hearts to glow With low - ly love and 
tri - umphs grace has won, Thebrok-en vow, the 
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fer - vent will. Thro’ life’s long day And 
fre - qnentfall. Thro' life’s long dav, etc. 
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death’s dark night, 0 gen - tie Je - sus, be our light. 



Grant ns, dear Lord, from evil ways 
True absolution and release; 

And bless us more than in past days 
With purity and inward peace. 
Thro’ life’s long day, etc. 

Do more than pardon : give us joy. 
Sweet fear and sober liberty. 

And simple hearts without afloy. 
That only long to be like Thee. 
Thro’ life's Tong day, etc. 
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3 And thou, dark fiend, six thousand years 

The Bride of Christ in vain tormenting, 
Shall find our hate and scorn of thee 
Deep as thine own, and unrelenting. 

4 Ah, self! so oft forgiven, thou 

Canst play no part but that of traitor ; 
We spare thy life, but thou must bear 
The felon’s brand, the captive’s fetter. 


5 But worse than devil, flesh, or world, 

Human respect like poison creeping, 

Chills and unnerves the host of Christ, 

When weary war-worn hearts are sleeping. 

6 Christians ! to the war ! gather from afar • 

Hark ! hark ! the Word is given ; 

Jesus bids us fight “ for God and the right,” 
And for Mary, the Queen of heaven. 
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Christiana ! to the War. ComvDUD. 
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grace, to ham - ble thee, Can make the weak - eat arm 
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JERUSALEM THE GOLDEN. 

(130.) 



1. Jc - ru - sa - lem the gold - en ! With milk and hon- ey blest; Bc-ncath tby con - tern 

2. They stand, those halls of Si - on, All jn - bi - lant with song, And bright with ma - ny 
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3 There is the Throne of David, 
And bliss without alloy, 

The shout of them that triumph. 
The song of festal joy ; 

And they who with their Leader 
Have conquer'd in the fight 
Forever and forever 
Are dress'd in robes of white. 


4 O sweet and blessed country, 
The home of God's elect ! 

0 sweet and blessed country, 
That eager hearts expect ! 
Jesu, in mercy bring us 
To that dear land of rest ; 
Who art, with God the Father, 
And Spirit, ever blest. 
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(ST. AGNE8. 

(130.) 
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e - bratc thy day ; 




1. 0 ho - 1 y mar - tyr, spot - less dove, With Joy wo cel 

2. Thy cru - el suf-f ’rings all aro past, A crown of glo - ry decks thy brow; 
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in bliss 
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Thou dwell - cst now 
Ce - les - tial light is round 


r 

a - bote, Where ty - rants o'er thee have no sway, 

thee cast, And God is thine for - ev - er now. 
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As constant, fervent, pure and meek, 
Regardless of earth's fleeting pain. 


Through trials it may be our care, 

To strive but for a heavenly crown. 
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FAITH OF OUR FATHERS. 

( 134r.) 
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1. Faith of 

2. Our fa 
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our fa -thers, liv - ing still, 
tilers, chained in pris ons dark, 


In spite of dun-geon, fire and 
Were still in heart and con-science 
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Oh ! how our hearts beat high with joy, 
How sAveet would be their children’s fate, 




Whene’er we hear that glo - rious 
If thev, like them, could die for 
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Faith of our fa - thers, ho - ly Faith, 
Faith of our fa - thers, etc. 
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Wc will be true to thee till death. 
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3 Faith of our fathers ; Mary’s prayers 
Shall win our country all to thee ; 

And through the truth that comes from God 
Oh, then indeed we shall be free. 
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4 Faith of our fathers, we will love 

Both friend and foe in all our strife; 
And preach thee, too, as love knows how, 
By kindly words and virtuous life. 
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St. Aloysiu». Concluded. 
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ST. AXjOYSIU S . 

( 131.)-6 
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The youth who wealth and courts des - pised, 
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His spot - less mind a - bove to raise, Who 
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ev - ’ry ris - ing thought chas-tised, 
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Tis A1 - o - y - sius claims our lays. 
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Am - ia - ble and an - gel - ic youth, 


A1 


y - sius, pray for us, 


Am - 
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ble and an - gel - ic youth, A1 r o - y - sius, pray for 
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works and 
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2 We are travelling home to God, 
In the wav the Fathers trod ; 
They are happv now, and we 
Soon their happiness shall see. 


3 Lord, obediently we go, 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only Thou our leader be ; 
We will ever follow Thee. 


FADING, STILL FADING. 

(130.) 
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ST. IGNATIUS. 

(137.) 


::Kr±=p:r*r 


, | ^ .-BC^r^rfrirrpr^rj 

sEEtl=fz^i^EEE|~3 

if * * V * r * V 


1. Ye an - gels, now be glad, 

2. On Pam - pe-lu-na’s walls. 


And thon ex- ult,0 Earth ! Loy - o - la’s happy shade, 
The lead - er of the band, Be-held our youthful saint, 
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- joice at thy saint’s birth, Loy - o - la’s hap - py shade, 

-fend his na-tive land, Be-held our youth-ful saint. 
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^ Re joice at thy saint's iirth. 
De-fend his na-tive land. 



Digitized by ^.ooole 




St. Ignatius. Concluded. 
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Stretched on a bed of pain, 
Christ’s holy life he reads ; 
While for his misspent youth 
His heart now sorely bleeds. 

“ Begone, O sinful world, 

I’ll never serve thee more/' 
He cries ; . I’ll bear the cross, 
Which Jesus for me bore. 
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DE AR ANGEL, EVER AT MY SIDE. 

(14LO-) 


Moderate. i w 

rj r * y** 




i± 


j{ {? 


1. Dear An - gel, ev -er at my side ! How lov - ing must thou be, . . 
3.1 can -not feel thee touch my hand With pres - sure light and mild,. 


-0-S- L - — - — U— 

To leave thy home in heav’n to 
To check me as my mother 


EE3KE 






±^E 




guide 

did 


‘A lit - tie child like me. 
When I was but a child. 


2. Thy beau - ti - ful and shining face I see not, tho’ so 
4. But I have felt thee in my thoughts, Fighting with sin for 






(9 


£ 


EBEE 




near ;^ The sweet - ness of Thy soft, low voice, 

me; And when my heart loves God, I know 


I am too deaf to hear. 

The sweet - ness is from thee. 


3p£ 




jee: 




5 And when, dear Spirit 1 I kneel down 
Morning and night to prayer, 
Something there is within my heart 
That tells me thou art there. 


6 Then for thy sake, dear Angel ! now 
More humble will I be ; 

But 1 am weak, and, when I fall. 
Oh, weary not of me. 
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Dear Angel, ever 

7 Oh, weary not, but love me still. 

For Mary’s sake, thy Queen ; 

She never tired of me though I 
Her worst of sons have been. 

8 She will reward thee with a smile ; 

Thou know’st what it is worth ! 


at my side. Concluded. 

For Marv’s smiles each day convert 
The hardest hearts on earth. 

9 Then love me, love me, Angel dear ! 
And I will love thee more ; 

And help me when my soul is cast 
Upon th* eternal shore. 


Con spirito. DUO. 


ABM FOR DEADLY FIGHT. 

(130|) 


mf 

1. Th’ac*curs - ed crew have lost their treas - ure, That heav'n-lv bliss that knows no meas-ure, And 




SB 







2 Thrice happy he who, heavenward turning, 8 Though crafty is the foe’s contriving. 

Prays while he fights, with ardor burning ; And ruthless his relentless striving, 

Begs aid from those who here have striven, On God, our hope, our strength, relying, 

And succor from the Queen of Heaven. — Cho. We’ll pledge to heaven our faith undying.— Cho. 
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Yes, Heaven is the priac ! 

When sorrows press around. 

Look up beyond the skies, 

Where hope and strength are found. — C ho. 
Yes, Heaven is the prize ! 

Oh ! *tis not hard to gain. 

He surely wins who tries ; 

For hope can conquer pain. — Cho. 


5 Yes, Heaven is the prize ! 

The strife will soon be past : 

Faint not, but raise your eyes, 

And struggle to the last.~CHO, 

6 Yes, Heaven is the prize ! 

Faith shows the crown to gain ; 
Hope lights the way and dies, 

But Love will always reign. — C ho. 


7 Yes, Heaven is the prize! 

Too much cannot be given ; 

And he alone is wise 

Who gives up all for Heaven. — C ho. 

8 Yes, Heaven is the prize! 

Death opens w ide the door, 

And then the spirit flies 
To God for evermore. — Cho. 
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HOLY GOD 

( 135 .) 



3 Spare Thy people. Lord, we pray, Never let us be confounded : 

By a thousand snares surrounded ; Lo ! I put my trust in Thee, 

Keep us without sin to-day, Never, Lord, abandon me. 
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NEARER MY GOD TO THEE. 

(Extra.) 


—-Sr 


E3E 
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1. Near - er, my God, to Thee, Near - er to Thee! 

2. Deep in thy Sa - cred Heart Let me a - bide, 


- *3-. h- 1 -*— 4.— =i 


E’en tho’ it be a cross 

Thou that hast bled for me, 
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That rais-eth me, 
Sor - rowed, and died ; 


~~W #“T- - 




.0 S--0- 


El; 


Still all my song shall be, Near - er, my God, to Thee, Near 
Sweet shall my weep- ing be, Grief sure - ly lead - ing me, Near 

?q:g — ^ V-T^s 


er, my 
er, my 
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God, to Thee, Near - er 


to Thee. 
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3 Friends may depart from me, 
Night may come down, 
Clouds of adversity 
Darken and frown ; 

Still through my tears I’ll see 
Hope gently leading me, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 
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Nearer my God to Thee. Coucittm 


4 What, though the shadows fall, 
Naught shall I fear ; 

When darkest seems the night, 
Morning is near. 

Sweet shall my trusting be 
Sorrow still bringing me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee. 


5 And, when the goal is won, 
How like a dream, 

In the dim retrospect, 
Sorrow will seem. 

Sweet will my transports be, 
Jesus, thy face to see, 
When I have come, at last, 
Nearer to Thee. 


HAPPY WE WHO THU S UNITED. 


(138.) 
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Happy wc who thus united. Conclcdeb. 
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Help us, That 
pa - tient, And 


we cv - er true may be To the prom 
o - be • dient for Thy sake ; Teach us to 


is - es that bind 
be chaste and gen 


us 

tie, 


To 

All 


the 

our 
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Ho - ly Fam - i - ly, To the prom 
storm - y pas- sions break, Teach us to 


-#«• ■ 

.is - es that bind us To the Ho « ly Fam-i - ly. 

be chaste and gen - tie, All our storm -y pas -sions break. 


PeEe 




x 


m 


3 Mary ! thou alone wert chosen 
To be Mother of thy Lord : 

Thou didst guide the early footsteps 
Of the great Incarnate Word. 

Dearest Mother 1 make us humble, 
For thy Son will take His rest 
In the poor and lowly dwelling 
Of a humble sinner’s breast. 


4 Joseph ! thou wert called the Father 
Of thy Maker and thy Lord ; 

Thine it was to save thy Saviour 
From the cruel Herod’s sword. 

Suffer us to call thee Father, 
Show to us a father’s love ; 

Lead us safe through every danger 
Till we meet in heaven above. 
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lem, my hap- pr home, How do I sigh for thee ! 
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3 From every eye He wipes the tear, 

All sighs and sorrow cease ; 

No more alternate hope and fear, 
But everlasting peace. 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, etc. 

4 The thought of thee to us is given, 

Our sorrows to beguile, 

To anticipate the bliss of Heaven, 
In His eternal smile. 

Jerusalem, Jerusalem, etc. 
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3 Thou, who faithfully attended 4 Through this life, O watch around us, 

Him whom heaven and earth adore; Fill with love our every breath, 

Who, with pious care defended And when parting fear surrounds us, 

Mary, Virgin ever pure.— Cho. Guide us through the toils of death.— Cuo. 
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220 O THOU, ON WHOSE BRIGHT NATAL DAY. 


(144.-8t. Aloyslus.) 


Lambillotte. 



ff Allegro grazioso, 


Wastgiv’nto Ma - ry’s ten-der care, 
To be with Christ despised and poor, 
As far as thine, as chastely free, 
Recede the clouds that dark’n earth’s skies 


1. O thou on whose bright na-tal day 

2. O thou who a crown cast a -way 

3. May tho’i, word, and deed be from sin 

4. Thy war -fare is past and a -way, 


who, beneath her loving, gen - tie sway, Kept thy soul like to hers as fair. Sweet flow’rof 

me to walk thy pure and hum - ble way, Hap-py still, tho’ but small our store. Sweet, etc. 

we from Mary ’8 tender heart may win All the love that it gave to thee. Sweet, etc. 

thee has dawn’d the happy, hap - py day, The bright heavenrglad sur- prise. Sweet, etc. 
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3 We have prayed and thou hast answered, 
We have asked and thou hast given, 
i Need we marvel ? Jesus tell us, 

Joseph has the stores of heaven. 

4 One more favor we will ask thee, 
Thou of all canst grant it best, 
When we die be thou still near us. 
Bring us safe to endless rest. 
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8 To Thee, my God above, 

I cry with glowing love : May, etc. 
The fairest graces spring. 

In hearts that ever sing.: May, etc. 

4 My tongue shall never tire 
Of chanting in the choir : May, etc. 
This song of sacred joy, 

It never seems to cloy : May, etc. 
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2 O heaven ! O land of pure delight 1 
Where saints immortal reign, 

Where endless day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain, * 

When shall my soul, from darkness free, 
To thy bright seats remove, 

Fore'er to praise my dearest Lord, 

In endless peace and love ; 

Fore’er to praise my dearest Lord, 

In endless peace and love. 


3 To Him who sits upon the throne, 
The God who all things made, 
And to the Lamb for sinners slain. 
Be endless honors paid. 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
The God whom we adore, 

Be glory as it was and is , 

And shall be evermore ; 

Be glory, as it was and is, 

And shall be evermore. 


I LOVE THEE, O THOU LORD. 

( 14,30 S. N. D. 
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I love Tliee, O Thou Lord. Concluded. 


seek no oth*er Hb-er-ty, But that of be-ing bound to Thee; 
ev - er Thou hast giv’n to me, I here a-gain to Thee re - sign 


My mem-o - ry no tho’t sug< 
HI mine is Thine, say but the 


gest, But shall to Thy pure glo - ry tend ; 
word, Whate’erThou will -est shall be done; 


My un-der - stand-ing find no rest, 

I know Thy love, all-gra-cious Lord, 


cept in Thee, its on - ly end. 
know it seeks my good a - lone. 


3 I love Thee, O Thou Lord most high, 
Because Thou first hast loved me ; 

I seek no other liberty 
But that of being bound to Thee ; 
Apart from Thee, all things are nought. 
Then grant, O my supremest Bliss, 
Grant me to love Thee as I ought, — 
Thou givest all in giving this 1 
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Cath-er-ine, she was a 
The wis-est doctors of 
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maid-en mild, St. Cather-ine, she was a maid-en pure; And jif-ter Jier prayers she 
E - gypt came To prove that the Cath-o-llc faith was wrong, They reasoned for hours, and bro*t 
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loved her books, That show us to heav-en the path-way sure. 0 St. Cath-er-ine, 
out their books, For they all were mighty in wits and tongue. 0 St, Cath- er - ine. 

meek! 

meek! 
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0 St. Cath-er-ine, 
0 St. Cath-er-ine, 

pure ! 1 t 

pure! 
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3 Saint Catherine stood before them all, 

So humble — she trusted in Heaven alone; 
She proved that the Catholic faith was right, 
Till there they sat, as dumb as a stone. 

4 Now what did the king and his courtiers do. 

When none of them all could answer a word? 
They said she no longer was fit to live, 

And cut off her innocent head with a sword. 


6 But, far away to the holy mount, 

Bright angels in triumph St. Catherine bore ; 
And now in the courts above she reigns 
With Christ and His Mother for evermore. 

0 O dear Saint Catherine ! pray for us now ; 

Help us to keep our Faith’s true light; 

For we are in struggle with danger and sin. 
And you are in Heaven where all is bright. 
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2 And if I had my wish, I would. 

Dear angel mine ! be always good ; 

This minute I would rather die, 

Than say bad words or tell a lie ; 

I always feel disposed this way, 
Whene'er I kneel me down to pray ; 

But I forget when church is o’er, 

And am as naughty as before. 

3 0 blessM guardian ! kind and mild, 

Have pity on a poor weak child, 

And pray that God will make me strong 
To do the right and shun the wrong. 
Whenever I commit a sin, 

I feel my very heart within 
Grow chill and heavy like a clod, 
Because I have offended God. 


4 But I would rather love the Lord, 

And shun each sinful deed and word. 
Than do the sin, then feel the force 
Of bitter shame and keen remorse. 

I wish to think of God and thee 
Whenever pretty things I see. 

Till every flower that gems the sod 
Shall make me think of thee and God. 


6 


Inspired by faith, I wish to hear 
Thy gentle footfall strike my ear. 

Before thy radiant face to bow, 

And feel thy kiss upon my brow. 

Thy broad white wings shall be my shield 
While battling on life’s dusty field ; 

Thine arms enfold me when I die, 

And waft me homeward to the sky. 
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Come, ye lofty! Come, ye lowly! 
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your 

cir - 

cle round Him 

clos 

- ing, 

Pi - 

ous hearts that 

love 
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Lord. 
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2 Come, ye poor ; no pomp of station 
Robes the Child your hearts adore ; 
He, the Lord of all salvation, 

Shares your want, is weak and poor : 
Oxen round about behold them, ' 

Rafters naked, cold, and bare : 

See, the shepherds ! God has told them 
That the “Prince of Peace” lies there. 


4 Come, ye children, blithe and merry ! 
This one Child your model make ; 
Christmas holly, leaf, and berry, 

All be prized, for His dear sake ; 
Come, ye gentle hearts and tender ! 

Come, ye spirits brave and bold ! 
All-in-Ali your homage render, 

Weak and mighty, young and old 


0 High above a star is shining, 

And the Wise Men haste irom far; 
Come, glad hearts, and spirits pining, 

For jrou all has ris’n the star. 

Let us bring our glad oblations, 

Thanks, and love, and faith, and praise; 
Come, ye people ! Come, ye nations ! 
All-in-All draw nigh to gaze. 


5 Hark ! the heaven of heavens is ringing, 
Christ the Lord to man is born ! 

Are not all our hearts, top, singing, 
t( Welcome, Welcome, Christmas morn?" 
Still the Child, all power possessing, 
Smiles as through the ages past ; 

And the song of Christmas blessing 
Sweetly sinks to rest at last. 


Other music for this hymn may be found on p. 34, 
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233 EVENING HYMN *1*0 THE SACBED HEART. 


Words by S. N. D. 
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(Extra.) 


Music by A. H. Rosewio. 

Publisher, S. 11th St., Ihila. 
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1. Night folds her star - ry 

2. To serve Thee, Jesus, 
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cur - tains round, As day hath fad * ed on the hills, . . . 

is to reign; Thy biess*ed bondage makes us free ; . . . 


4-1-1- 


— I •- 

*=p“ Eit=i 

Tdari-rH 


s, . . . And thro * the si - lence 

e ; . . . We count it as our 

rr|- .lit-Uzyr^y-^r^rj 

iii i r i i i t i 






233 



Digitized by ^.ooQle 



O dearest Lord, our steps restrain, 
That from Thy grace we ne'er depart ; 
And closer draw the triple chain, 

That binds us to Thy Sacred Heart 



3 

Then shall our wond'ring transports know 
The blessings to Thy spouses given, 

The hundred fold on earth below, 

Above, the endless joys of heaven. 


FINI& 
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